CHAPTER VI
The Benign Doctor
AS i WAS leaving the examination hall, the last man
out, in came Marshall, the splendid fellow who bears
the mace in front of the Provost and bails the under-
graduates out of Store Street. He is bigger and
taller than Alfred, Lord Tennyson, with the same sort
of beard but better-looking and a finer figure of a
man. He came along and inquired if I was I. As
a matter of fact I was not so sure who I was at the
moment. It was nothing to be too positive about.
My mind was running round oscillating ellipses with
only one focus. If only I had known that the Rev.
Mr. Roberts was taking the viva vote. I should
have come into the room wearing a velvet gown like
Tycho Brahe to show my respect for the heavens.
I deserve to be presented with a pedigree hound for
all I have gone through. Tycho's tyke was given
him by the King of Denmark. One of Mahaffy's
hounds would be good enough for me. I took
what I hoped would be a last look at the Queen., who
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